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‘I'm having surgery tomorrow," Andre's voice came over the phone. "It's bad, Hansi. Really bad. From what they 
explained, the nerve in my arm was misaligned, probably from birth, and if | hadn't noticed the problem when | 
did, it might have been severed completely and I'd lose use of my hand. As it is, they don't know if the 
surgery will actually correct everything, or if it'll just stop it from getting worse." His voice grew soft and 
almost scared as he added, “There's a chance I'll never play again" 


Hansi felt his heart drop. "Oh, Andre... I'm so sorry. What do you want me to tell the others?" 


"The truth, | guess," Andre sighed. "It's going to be weeks, perhaps months, before I'll know if I'll recover 
completely or not. | know it means a delay in recording and all, but." 


"No buts," Hansi said firmly. "Your health comes first, the album can wait. I'll let everyone know, and then I'l 
come home to see how you're doing.” 


"You don't have to do that," Andre said. "| mean, you could always hire..” 
"Hell, no," Hansi said firmly. "This whole aloum is your music. And more to the point, you're the heart of the 


band. No way am | gonna let some session player record your solos. We'll wait until you're able to come back 
to us." 


Andre choked up for a moment. "You're sure?" 
‘lm sure, Andre," Hansi said softly. 
"Thank you," Andre said quietly. 


"You'd do the same for me," Hansi said. "I know it's easier said than done, but think positive and concentrate on 


healing, okay? I'll see you in a few days, tops.” 
“All right," Andre agreed. 


FEKK 


Hansi hurried through the airport, having only brought a carry-on bag with him. After some discussion with 
Flemming Rasmussen, their new producer, they'd arranged for Marcus and Thomen to finish up recording their 
parts before driving back to Germany with the gear. He himself had already finished the bass tracks, and the 


vocals could wait until Andre was ready to return. 


Getting on the tram that would take him to the hospital where Andre was recovering, Hansi finally allowed 
himself to consider what might happen to Blind Guardian if Andre didn't get full use of his hand back. He and 
Andre collaborated on nearly all of their music. If Andre couldn't play, couldn't write, Hansi wasn't sure he'd 


want to keep the band together. Not without his best friend beside him. 


He got off the tram and entered the hospital, going first to check in as a visitor and get the appropriate 
nametag to go upstairs to Andre's room. Then, on impulse, Hansi stopped into the gift shop, thinking that a silly 
get-well card or something might cheer his friend The cards all seemed too sentimental, but he spotted a 
little plush unicorn amongst the stuffed animals on display, and decided to get it, feeling that a unicorn suited 
the high fantasy theme of so much of Blind Guardian's music. 


Hansi made his way upstairs after buying the unicorn and tapped on the door of Andre's room. "How are you 
feeling?" he asked, poking his head inside. 


"Bored, worried, or both," Andre said, giving Hansi a welcoming smile. "H's good to see you." 


‘Its good to see you, too," Hansi said, stepping all the way into the room. "But | brought you some company for 
when | can't be here." With a grin, he presented Andre the little plush unicorn 


Andre laughed. "Okay, well, that's different! And here | thought people brought chocolates when they came to 
visit people in the hospital?" 


Hansi grinned and dropped into the chair facing his friend's bed, trying not to look too hard at his splinted and 
bandaged left arm. "| don't recall ever visiting anyone in the hospital before, so forgive me for not knowing the 


proper etiquette," he joked Seriously, though, how are you feeling?" 


Andre gave a one-shouldered shrug. "I'm still on enough painkillers that | don't really know," he said. "All | can 
do is wait and see right now. I'm told itll be at least six weeks of healing before they can start assessing the 


nerve function” 


"Well, I'll keep you company as much as possible," Hansi said. "Do stupid human tricks to keep your spirits up 


and all that. Maybe even sneak in some beer?" 


"I will love you forever if you manage that!" Andre laughed. "But not for another week With the painkillers, | 


wouldn't enjoy the beer half so much if you were to bring it tomorrow." 


"Next week it is," Hansi chuckled, pretending he didn't just feel an odd flutter when Andre said he'd love him 


forever. 


As the weeks passed, Hansi did spend at least a couple hours each day visiting Andre in the hospital, usually 
between four and six hours, sometimes even longer. He also came to realize that if Andre couldn't return to 
Blind Guardian, he wouldn't want to keep the band together. Yes, Andre could be replaced, probably not easily, 
but the simple fact was that anyone was replaceable if it really became necessary. If it turned out that Andre 
didn't regain enough use of his hand to play again, Hansi knew they would have to hire a session guitarist to 
finish the album and probably also to tour as well. But after that? He would step away without a backwards 
glance. For him, Blind Guardian was the partnership he had with Andre. 


And that brought him to yet another uncomfortable thought: that he'd rather give up music, than give up 
spending time with Andre. He'd never let himself notice how attractive Andre was before now, but looking back, 
all the groupies Hansi had ever gone off with, women as well as men, bore a superficial resemblance to the 
guitarist. So now the question was, should he bring up the topic with Andre? Which would be worse, to say 
something and be rejected, or to keep his mouth shut and never have the chance to be accepted? 


Hansi made his way into the hospital, a couple of beers tucked into the inside pockets of his jacket now that 
Andre was completely off of the painkillers aside from ibuprofen, and carrying a bag full of chocolate bars, 
which he'd taken to bringing once a week. 


Andre greeted him with a smile. "Hansi! Great news! They ran tests today and they now believe I'm going to 
get full use of my hand back! I'll have to do physical therapy, of course, but eventually, I'll be able to play 


again!" 


"Oh, Andre, that's wonderfull" Hansi exclaimed. He impulsively wrapped his friend up in a big hug, relishing the 
closeness, only to laugh when the beer in his jacket dug uncomfortably into his ribs. "And | even brought 
something to celebrate with," he said, pulling out the beers with a grin. He opened both cans and handed one to 
Andre. "To your full recovery. Prost!" 


"Prost!" Andre replied. 


They clinked the cans together before taking deep drinks. Andre related everything the doctors said about his 
estimated recovery timeline and then asked if Hansi would go to his place and bring his acoustic guitar to the 


place he'd be going to for therapy the next day, so that he could start practicing again as soon as possible. 
Hansi smiled. "OF course | will, Andre. Anything you need from me, you should know that by now." 


"Still, you do so much.. Thomen and Marcus have visited a few times, but you've been here every day,’ Andre 


said. "That's so much more than anyone would expect." 


"Well, | have a reason for that," Hansi said softly. "This might be stupid of me, so all | ask is that you think 
about this before responding, okay?" 


"Okay," Andre said, looking puzzled. "Although | don't get why you think you might be being stupid about 
anything.” 


Hansi took a deep breath, leaned in, and gently kissed Andre full on the lips. "When | thought there was a 
chance you wouldn't be able to come back to Blind Guardian, | was ready to break up the band rather than 
carry on without you. That made me realize that what | feel for you.. is more than just friendship. | know this 
might not be something you want, but | decided that if | didn't say something, I'd be taking away your choice, 
you know? So just think about it - you can let me know when | bring you your guitar tomorrow or whenever 
you decide." He started to pull back, not wanting to make Andre feel crowded or as if he was being pushed into 


making a decision 


"Hansi.." Andres said, his hand going to his lips as he looked up at his old friend, his eyes bright. "Hansi, wait!" 
He reached out and grabbed the singer's wrist. "| don't need to think about it," he said softly, then tugged Hansi 


back down and kissed him. 


